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"Stop a moment, let us 
see what we can 
do...", he gripped his 
staff and began to 
chant loudly...a glow 
filled the woods and 
arcane light ‘owed 
from the form of the 
Cystocot, as the light 
grew, my hand would 
not leave the hilt of my 
kryss, the soft humm 
of power barely 
audible over the chant 


and the 

oppressiveness of the 
forest... 

"Hmm...", the chanting 


ceased and the wizard 
stooped, "Strange...", I 
turned and stooped 

low, my grip still firm 
about my blade's 
handle..."There is no 
life in these men, their 
souls have been 
consumed, the bodies 
cast out..." 

~A snap of a twig 

caused me to spin 

about, in a blur I 
twirled out my 
blade...in a Gash, the 
blade ripped through 

the form of a lich 

whom the light must 

have drawn near...it 


choked out a curse 

and fell ina heap of 
rapidly decaying 
ceesh...~ 

~The blade glowed 

from within, ame 
seemed to curl about 
it's length...runes 
seethed and the light 
of the moons caught it, 
even through the 
forest canopy...my old 
friend looked on and 
smiled...~ 

""Ghoul Bane’...I had 
hoped more battle 
would come before I 
had to use it...", as I 
held the blade and 
swept it about, the 
mage looked into the 
woods. 

"Isolation has not 
dulled thy skill, my 
friend, and it would 
seem we have little 
contest to our 
destination...", he 
pointed out, my eyes 
caught the glint of 
moonlight against cold 
stone...the crypt..."A 
pity...from the sound 
of things, battle goes 
poorly this night...” 
"Something foul stirs 
in this place...more 
foul than ever I have 
felt...", as I spoke, a 
thumping sound came 

to our ears, a form 
stood over the crypt, 
black beyond 
description, all light 
died as it fell upon it's 
aura...”"By Virtue...” 
~The mage sprung 
forth, seemingly 
maddened, and I 


chased after him 

before I was even 

aware I'd given 
pursuit...the form 
immediately took 

notice of our 

approach, and turned, 

a vision of evil...~ 

~A owing shroud, 

black as coal, hung in 
tatters about it, sickly 
gray skin, akin to the 
color of ash, hung 
loose on it's skull-like 
face, and it's withered 
hands cracked as 
fingers traced dark 

and intricate, 
deliberate paths...~ 
~Lightning cracked the 
skies, and ame 

rained down, I barely 
managed to tackle the 
frenzied mage to the 
ground as a ball of 
aming stone split a 
nearby tree in 
two...Ghoul Bane 

hummed louder than 
ever, it's blade burning 
with energy and fury, 
until the humm 
threatened to split our 
Skulls. ~ 

~All at once a half 
dozen liches clawed 

up from the ground, 
eyes glowing with 
twisted, arcane 
power...roused back to 
sense, the Cystocot 
rose and began to 
chant, a glow limned 
the dark form and 
himself, and he 
strained, hand 

reaching out, as if he 
was drawing the 

fiend's energies into 


himself...~ 

"Quickly, dispatch the 
liches...", he said with 
much effort, "I can not 
hold their master 
long...", his eyes shut 
and his chant grew 
more intense, the dark 
form writhed and 
shrieked, and the 
liches grew closer... 
"Forul...Solum!!!", I 
screamed the mystic 
words, and an aura 
washed over me, my 
blade and I were 
one...my brow 

twitched and I 
shuddered. .."Consecr 
us...Arma...”, the 
second chant came 

forth with great effort, 
but to great 
effect...Ghoul Bane 
cracked with energy, 
it's glow grew even 
more potent than 
before...my eyes 
narrowed and I stole 
one more glance at 

my mentor as he 
struggled to dominate 
whatever war he 

fought with the dark 
wraith... 

~As the liches closed 
the gap, I spun about, 
dashing the closest 

one apart with ease, 
and Ghoul Bane 

shook, the 

enchantments sprung 

to life, and in my eyes 
the liches seemed to 
glow and come into 

keen focus in the 
darkness...with a 
sweep, I brought the 
blade upon another 


lich, it was blasted 
apart where it stood, 
and even as my blade 
cut through it's rotting 
cesh, I spun and 
stabbed the blade of 
Ghoul Bane, to the 
hilt, through another 
lich...~ 

~The sting of magic 
exploded against my 
side, instinctively I 
swung out the blade 

and lopped another 
lich's head clean from 
it's shoulders...”QObsu 
Vulni!", I called, and 
healing light washed 
over me, the pain 
lessened, though 

proper treatment 

would later be needed, 
I could fight on...~ 
~Two more liches 
remained...they made 

no movements, and 

they shrieked into the 
darkness...I kicked the 
last lich's shattered 
form from my blade, 

and I held one hand 
against the shuddering 
blade..."Divinum...... Fu 
ris!!!", I howled out and 
in a blur of movement, 
both liches were 

cloven in two...but now 
my energies were all 
but spent...the light of 
Ghoul Bane dimmed, 

and my labored 

breathes showed the 
strain of wielding the 
Holy power again after 
so long... 

"Aaaugh!!", the 
Cystocot fell to his 
knees and barely held 
himself from falling to 


the ground, the strain 
of the contest wore the 
great wizard down and 
he seemed all at once 
weakened by the 

burden of his many 
years...I managed to 
step to his side, my 
eyes ever on the 
unmoving form or our 
great enemy... 
"Barac...hatred...torme 
Et seed ", his words 
trailed into arcane 
speech, but slowly his 
eyes grew sharp 
again..."There is 
more...here...” 

~With a rustle, 
something dark and 
lithe fell from the 
trees...a blade met my 
own even as I 
swung...a snarl anda 
hissing intake of 
breath followed, anda 
black blade, drinking 
in the light, crossed 
over Ghoul Bane...the 
light of my blade faded 
even more and a hard 
head butt sent me 
reeling back...~ 

~In the low light, the 
shrouded attacker 
straightened up, it's 
blade held to my 
throat, ending in an 
ornate handle, like the 
dagger carried by the 
orcs..."You've grown 
weak, old man...", a 
soft, but cruel voice 
hissed from behind a 


mask of death...”You 
should have stayed in 
your Abbey...”, my 


eyes grew wide...I 
knew what I faced...for 


I had trained this 
person...~ 
"Shiori...”, my voice 
was now dry and low, 
the hissing response, 
and the cold, hate- 
filled glare chilled my 
soul...my former 
protégé, now easily 

my equal in skill, and 
bent by Barac's evil, 
stood before 
me...Barac’'s form 
loomed up behind her, 
his dark eyes bore 
down on the prostrate 
form of the Cystocot, 
and energy danced 
between his bony, 
cracking 
fingers...before I could 
react, another savage 
head butt rocked me, 
and all became dark 

as I fell to the 


rt 


